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Chapter  1  by  Sunflower  Dee 

Step  by  step  he  trekked  endlessly  toward  an  unknown  destination.  Nothing  much  to  think 
about,  but  his  childhood  and  how  he  was  dragged  kicking  and  screaming  away  from  his  mother 
and  siblings  as  he  was  sold  into  servitude.  With  each  step  his  back  and  legs  would  ache  a  little. 
The  heat  was  intense,  beating  down  on  his  entire  body.  The  only  good  thing  about  traveling 
often  was  the  scenery  and  variation  in  menu  selections.  Although,  nothing  was  quite  as  tasty  as 
home  cooked  food.  How  he  missed  being  home. 

In  the  distance,  a  small  town  could  be  made  out  as  it  stuck  out  of  the  barren  plains  like  a 
mountain.  The  closer  he  got  to  the  town,  the  more  he  was  able  to  make  out  vegetation  and  signs 
of  water.  His  heart  skipped  a  beat  and  he  quickened  his  pace.  He  knew  he  would  regret  this 
later.  Finally,  he  reached  his  destination.  He  parked  in  front  of  a  saloon,  preparing  to  have  a 
drink.  Parched  he  stuck  his  head  into  the  trough  and  began  to  drink.  People  were  giving  him  odd 
looks  of  disgust  as  they  walked  by. 

Upon  feeling  the  satisfaction  of  hydration  he  inspected  near  surroundings  with  his  attention 
being  brought  to  an  argument  inside.  His  eyes  narrowed  and  his  heart  pound.  It  was  his  master, 
arguing  inside  with  another  man.  His  master's  attention  was  diverted.  This  was  his  chance,  his 
chance  for  freedom.  Little  by  little  he  inched  his  way  backward  trying  to  subtly  escape  his 
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He  heaved  with  all  his  might  and  jerked  his  shoulder.  His  ties  finally  gave  away,  and  he  was 
finally  free.  He  turned  around  and  starred  the  barren  lands  in  the  eyes,  as  he  was  about  to  face 
his  enemy  once  again,  but  this  time  with  the  gift  of  solitude.  He  was  free,  just  a  donkey  and  the 
plains. 
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